Thirty-six hours earlier I had left Taliesin leaving all living, friendly
and happy. Now the blow had fallen like a lightning stroke. In less time
than it takes to write it, a thin-lipped Barbados Negro, who had been re-
commended to me by John Vogelsang as an ideal servant, had turned
madman, taken the lives of seven and set the house in flames. In thirty
minutes the house and all in it had burned to the stone work or to the
ground. The living half of Taliesin was violently swept down and away in
a madman's nightmare of flame and murder.
The working half only remained.
Will Weston saved that.
He had come to grips with the madman, whose strength was super-
human, but slipped away from his grasp and blows. Bleeding from the
encounter he ran down the hill to the nearest neighbour, Reider, to give
the alarm, made his way back immediately through the cornfields only to
find the deadly work finished and the home ablaze. Hardly able to stand,
he ran to where the fire hose was kept in a niche of the garden wall, past
his young son lying there in the fountain basin—one of the seven dead—
got the hose loose, staggered with it to the fire and with the playing hose
stood against destruction until they led him away.
The great stone chimneys stood black and tall on the hillside, their fire-
places now gaping holes. They stood there above the Valley against the
sky, themselves tragic.
She for whom Taliesin had first taken form and her two children—•
gone. A talented apprentice, Emil Brodelle; the young son of William
Weston the gardener5 David Lindblom$ a faithful workman, Thomas
Brunker—this was the human toll taken by a few moments of madness.
The madman was finally discovered after a day or two hidden in the fire-
pot of the steam boiler, down in the smoking ruins of the house. Still alive
though nearly dead, he was taken to the Dodgeville jail. Refusing mean-
time to utter a word, he died there.
A primitive burial in the ground of the family chapel. Men from
Taliesin dug the grave, deep, near grandfather's and grandmother's
grave. Uncle Enos had come to say it would be all right. But I felt that a
funeral service could only be mockery. The undertaker's offices—too, his
vulgar casket—seemed to me profane. So I cut her garden down and with
the flowers filled a strong, plain box of fresh, white pine to overflowing. I
had my own carpenters make it.
My boy, John, coming to my side now, helped me to lift the body and
we let it down to rest among the flowers that had grown and bloomed for
her. The plain box lid was pressed down and fastened home. Then the
plain, strong box was lifted on the shoulders of my workmen and they
placed it on our little spring-wagon, filled, too, with flowers—waiting,
hitched behind the faithful Darby and Joan . . . We made the whole a
mass of flowers. It helped a little.
Since Taliesin was first built Darby and Joan were the faithful little
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